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poet though I was to find his productions somewhat disappoint-
ing ; and he proved to be the strong, silent man of the party.
He and Hasan Khurr al Dhib were perhaps the least voluble
but most dependable of them all, suffering my unreasonable-
ness in silence and seeking ever to keep the peace at times of
dissension. Salih was a striking contrast to his kinsman and
will figure more prominently in my story. After the formal
greetings Zayid courteously relinquished his mount to
Humaid, whose camel had been sent to Anbak with the bag-
gage, and himself rode pillion behind Salih. The newcomer
rode on his knees in the Oman fashion, supporting his but-
tocks on the upturned soles of his feet—a strange seat on the
flat saddle but apparently comfortable enough and depen-
dent entirely on balance. But such folk are born on camel-
back and can ride gracefully enough—even their women do
as much—on the bare rump of a saddleless, trotting drome-
dary. At times they change to a side-saddle position,
dangling one leg with the other tucked under them on the
saddle. And sometimes—the favourite attitude of Zayid and
'Ali—they ride astride, sitting far back behind the hump.
'Ali claimed to be the owner of two herds of some 80 animals
apiece, which at an average value of 200 dollars would make
him worth about L1500 of our money, a considerable capital
judged by the standards of Arabia. The three milch camels
with us had been commandeered from his stock—at least so
he said. If I had great wealth, he confided to me, I would
wive often, but I have only the one wife now, and she but my
second. My first bore me a son, now a youth of seventeen,
and when I divorced her my brother took her to wife. 'Ali
was not himself a Shaikh but of the kinship of one of the
chiefs of the Ghafran, Salih ibn 'Ali Abu Laila of the Zayid
section.
A large herd of the Ghafran camels came breasting up the
slope from the Anbak watering as we went down thither in
the opposite direction. With them strode a woman, red-
smocked, bright-eyed but veiled with the quaint mask of the
nomad females. She stared intently at me and seemed not
to resent my equal interest in herself. 'Ali and Ibn Humaiyid
dallied in the rear to glean the gossip of their kinsfolk newly

